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a cat's. There was something new in his expression—
something sharp and caustic about his mouth, something
lowering in his eyes. A black line had appeared on Ma-
zin's upper lip, and his face had rounded out. Samoilov
was as curly-headed as ever, and Ivan Gusev grinned
just as broadly.
"Ah, Feodor, Feodor," groaned Sizov, lowering his head.
The mother listened to the inarticulate questions which
the old man put to the prisoners without looking at them,
his head resting motionless on his collar. She listened to
the calm, brief answers of her son, and felt that the senior
judge and his assistants could not be cruel to him. As
she studied.the faces at the long table in the effort to guess
the outcome of the trial, she became conscious of a grow-
ing hope in her heart.
The porcelain official read a document in an impas-
sive voice, so boring that the audience sat as if entranced.
Four lawyers carried < on an animated conversation with
those on trial. Their movements were quick and strong
and they reminded her of big black birds.
The armchair on one side of the old man overflowed
with the obesity of al judge whose tiny eyes were buried
in fat. On the old man's other hand sat a round-should-
ered judge with reddish whiskers and a pale face. He
rested his head wearily*on the back of the chair and half
closed his eyes, letting his thoughts wander. The prose-
cutor, too, wore an expression of weariness and boredom.
Behind the judges sat the Mayor, a stout, imposing man
who kept stroking his cheek; the Marshal of the Nobility,
grey-haired and red-cheeked, with a long beard and large,
amiable eyes; and the Head of the Volost, whose huge
belly seemed to cause him some embarrassment, for he
kept covering it with the tails of his coat, which kept slip-
ping off.
"There are neither criminals nor judges here," came
Pavel's firm voice. "There are only captives and those
who took them captive."
There was a hush. For a few seconds the mother could

